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GARLAND 

OF 

NEW  SONGS, 

Cherry  Cheek'd  Patty 
No  fears  alarm  the  Sailor’s  mind 
Sweet  Poll  of  Plymouth 
All’s  Well 

The  Bay  of  Bifcay,  O 
The  Jolly  Tar 
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Newcaftle  uphn  Tyne : 

Primed  by  J .  Marlhall,  in  the  Old  fteft  Market. 
Whtrt  may  aifn  be  had ,  u  large  and  curtou  Affurtmmt 
,  «/  Sengs,  Ballade,  Tales,  Muter  ms,  yf, 


*  Cherry-Cheek*  d  Pa  tie. 

DOWN  in  yon  village,  I  live  To  fnug, 

They  call  me  Giles,  the  ploughman’s  boy 
They  call  me  Giles,  the  ploughman’s  boy  . 
At  the  found  of  the  horn,  at  the  found  of  the  horn. 
At  the  found  of  the  horn,  I  rife  in  the  morn  ; 

I  whiftle,  I  whillle,  I  whiftle, 

And  ge-bo  Dobbin  I  cry  : — 

There’s  cherr’y-cheek’d  Patie  who  lives  in  the  vale. 
Whom  I  help  o’er  the  ftile  with  her  milking  pail  f 
She  has  a  light  notion  of  me  it  is  true, 

And  I  know  what,I  know,  but  I  winna  tell  you, 

Nor  1  winna  tell  you,  , 

But  I’ll  whiftle,  I’ll  whiftle,  I’ll  whiftle, 

Of  all  the  girls  I  ever  did  fee 
Young  cherry-cheek’d  Patie  for  me. 

Of  all  the’  girls,  &c. 

Though  Vhe  ’Squire  fo  great,  fo  happy  may  be. 

As  poor  fimple  Giles,  the  ploughman’s  boy, 

As  f>oor  fimple  Giles,  the  ploughman’s  boy, 

No  matter  of  (late,  no  matter  of  flute, 

No  matter  of  ftate,  I  e’er  earn’d  by  my  pate  ; 

For  I  whiftle,  I  whiftle,  I  whiftle, 

And  ge-iho^ Dobhin,  I  cry  ; —  , 

There’s  the  lads  m-cur  village,  they  ftrive,  but  in  vain. 
They  fay  how  eafy,  it  U,  our  Patie  to  gain,:.,  tv  > 
They  may  fay-  whUt  they  will,  but  it  never  will  do. 
Fop  I  know  what  I  know,, but  I  winna  tell  you, 

Nor  I  winna  tejl  you,  .  .  n 

But  I’ll  whi&lei  I’ll  whiftle/ I’ll  whiftle, 
did  fee, 

'Young  cherry-cheek’d.Patie  for  m^.  ' 

Of  all. thejrjfl^^e.*  f  u..*  u  .  <  ,  . 
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0J$3  in  .  ^  3 

Then  Patie  confented  next  week  to  be, 


The  wife  of  Giles  the  ploughman’s  boy. 

The  wife  of  Giles  the  ploughman^  boy. 

My  cews  up  I’ll  call,  my  cows  up  I’ll  call, 

My  cows  up  I’ll  call,  and  I’ll  harnefs  old  Bawl. 

And  I’ll  whiftle,  I’ll  whiftle,  I’ll  whittle, 

While  ge-ho  Dobbin  I’ll  cry : — 

Then  Patie  and  I  to  church  tript  away,  ^  ' 

"With  our  friends  and  our  neighbours  to  fpend  the 
whole  day, 

Then  night  coming  on,  fo  }  bid  them  adieu, 

I’ll  do  what  L’ll  do,  but  I  winna  tell  you, 

Nor  I  winna  tell  you,  . 

For  I’ll  whittle.  I’ll  whittle,  I’ll  whiftle, 

Of  all  the  girls  I  ever  did  fee, 

Young  cherry-cheek’d  Patie  for  me. 

Of  all  the  girls,  &c. 


No  fears  alarm  the  Sailor's  mind. 


WHILE  high  the  foaming  furges  rife, 
And  pointed  rocks  appear. 

Loud  thunders  rattle  in  the  Ikies, 

Yet  failors  mull  not  fear. 

In  ftorms,  in  wind,  , 

Their  duty  mind : 

Aloft,  below. 

They  cheerful  go ; 

To  r<eef,  or  fteer,  as  *tis  defign’d;  ' 

No  fears  or  dangers  fill  the  mind. 
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The  fignal  for  the  line  is  made. 

The  haughty  foe’s  in  light. 

The  bloody  flag  aloft  difplay’d. 

And  fierce  the  dreadful  fight. 

Each  minds  his  gun,  ; 

No  dangers  fhun  $ 

Aloft,  below. 

They  cheerful  go  ; 

Tho’  thunders  roar,  yet  {till  we  find. 

No  fears  alarm  the  failor’s  mind. 

The  ftorm  is  hufh’d,  the  battle’s  o’er. 

The  Iky  is  clear  again  ; 

"We  tofs  the  can  to  thofe  on  (hore, 

While  we  are  on  the  main. 

To  Poll  and  Sue, 

Since  kind  and  true, 

The  groggoes  round, 

With  pleafure  crown’d, 

In  war  or  peace  alike  you’ll  find, 

That  honour  fills  the  failor’s  mind. 

4  c  _ 

Sweet  Poll  of  Plymouth. 

O  WEE  r  Poll  of  Plymouth  was.  my  dear, 
O’  W  hen  forc’d  from  her  to  go— . 

Adown  her  cheeks  rain’d  many  a  tear, 

My  heart  was  fraught  with  woe. 


s 


Our  anchor  weigh’d,  fqv  fez  we  flood, . 

The  land  we  left  behind  ;  ,  ^  ,  ;  y 

Heir  tears  then  flyeird  the  briny  flood*  < 
My  fighs  increas’d  the  wind. 

We  plough’d  the  deep,  and  now  between 
Us  lay  the  ocean  wide  ; 

For  five  long  years  Thad  not  feen  '  ;  77 

My  fweet,  my  bonny  bride.  olid  >i 
That  time 1  faijid’  the  world  around*-,  77 
AIL  for  n»y  tr,uedove’s  fake  *  t  ;  ;  >  Jr 

But  prefs’d  as  we  were  homeward  bound* 

1  thought  my  heart  would  break.-  ' 

'  t  7  •'  ' 

The  prefs-gang  bold  I  afk’d  in  vain  . 

To  let. me  once  on  Chore;  ' 

I  long’d  to  fee  my  Poll  again. 

But  faw  my  Poll  no/  mote;  ' 

“  And  have  they  torn  my  love  away  ? 

And  is  he  gone?” — -file  cry’d  : 

My  Polly — fweeteft  flower  of  May  i 
She  languifli’d,  droop'd,  and  dy’d,  ’ 

'■  '  :•  ...  i\  » 

AU's  Well. 

Deserted  by  the  waning  moon, 
When  Ikies  proclaim  night’s  cheerlefe  noon 
On  tower,  omfort,  or  tented  ground,  ^ 

The  fentry  walks  his  lonely  found  $* 


f 

6 

And  fhould  a  footftep  haply  ftray, 

Wh^re  caution  marjc^the  guarded  way,,  ? 
Who  goes  there  ?  granger,  quipkly  tell  f 
A  n lend  .  the  word  r  Oood-night,  A11V 
;  well.!  ,  •  . 


Gr  failing  oh  the  rtiidnight  deep, 

While  weary  meffmates  fouhdly  fleep. 

The  careful  watch  patrols  the  deck,  * 

lo  guard  the  fhip  from  foes  or  wreck : 

And  while  his  thoughts  oft  homeward  fleer 
Some  friendly  voice  falutes  his  ear, 

Vv  hat  cheer  ?  brother,  quickly  tel)  ? 

Above,  Below,  Good-night*  All’s  well, 

.  The  Buy  of  Bifcay ,  0. 

fP^d  the  dreadful  thunder. 

The  rain  a  deluge  fhowers  j 
The  clouds  were  rent  afunder 
By  lightning’s  vivid  powers* ; 

The  night  both  drear  and  dark, 

Our  poor  devoted  bark. 

Till  next  day, 

,  There  fhe  lay. 

In  the  Bay  of  Bifcay,  O. 


Now  dafh’d  upon  the  billow. 

Our  opening  timbers  creak ;  v 
Each  fears  a  watery  pillow, 

None  (fop j the  dreadful  leak ; 

To  cling  to  flippery  Ihrouds, 
Each  breathlefs  feaman  crowds, 
.  As  (he  lay. 

Till  the  day,  r 

In  the  Bay  of  Bifcay,‘Ov 

At  length  the  wifti’d  for  morrow 
Broke  thro’  the  hazy  jOky  ; 
Abforb’d  in  filent  forrow. 

Each  heav’d  a  bitter,  figh : 

The  difmal  wreck  to  view,  v •. 
Struck  forrow  to  the  crew. 

As  (he  lay,  .  = 

On  that  day. 

In  the  Bay  of  Bifcay,  O. 

Her  yielding  timbers iever,.  r 
Her  pitchy  feams  are  rent  -;  v 
When  Heav’n,  all  bounteous  ever, 
Its  boundlefs  mercy  lent ; 

A  fail  in  fight  appears, 

We  hail  her  with  three  cheers 
Now  we  fail. 


With  the  gale. 

From  the  Bay  of  Bifcay,  O.  . 


*  *  ►  »  »  ~  -  t  *  , 

77  f  //  7.  *  11  'iu  ^  ^  V>i)» 

Ihf  Jm  Tm-w  ! . ,  i-;<  ) 

C°Wh’ 

Who  oft  hayevpjough’d  the  dangerous 

lea  j  .  ...  -  rj  0 

And  Wheh  you.  Kear  tfe  whittling  wind. 

Still  think  of  her  you  left  behind : 

Still  let  her  blefied  iipage  nnar,  f 
Preferve  your  fait  tfful ‘heart /from  fear 

£jjd  to  your^e^  iMic^  ^  -  / 

ihro  all  the  dangeli  of  the  deep. 

"Come,  come  jolly  hoys,  ^hd  failors  be, 

.Who  are  fo  happy 'aHd  fo  free ;  rr 
the  lucky  landFmah’s  quiet  mind 
By  home  or  wife  is  oft  confined, 

Whilft  we  thro’ dreaded  thunder  roll,  . 

t  hat  know  no  power  todhake  our  foul  s 

c  ‘tfr  1  Dt  iceny*  in  triumph  hurl'd* 

Still  feel  no  limits  hut  the  work!. 


j  J  % til' 
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